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Summary: Tamsin had a new life now. After rebirth, she felt like she 
truly had a purpose and something to chase after, she just hadn't 
figured out what it is yet. Bo recently escaped the Death Train and 
was experiencing life in a new way, seeing things differently, and 
learning to deal with the PTSD that was caused from her abduction. 
(Takes place after 4x6-ish - Valkubus) 


Cn Your Wings 

A/N: I initially had a Clexa fic planned out- outline and all- but 
ever since 3.07 I can't bring myself to write for the 100 (Reshop, 
Heda) . This idea has been chilling on my hard drive as a one-shot for 
a few years now and I thought I would do something with it. In saying 
that, it is my first fic in several years so comments and critique is 
greatly welcomed and appreciated. 

This takes place shortly after Tamsin 's rebirth, she is at the point 
where she has an adult body but still isn't fully the Tamsin we know 
and love. It's a Valkubus fic, but will also focus on Tamsin and Bo 
as individuals. It will be slow and probably fluffy. 

Warnings: Currently is not rated M, but it may jump to that within 
the next few chapters if I continue, I still haven't decided. And 
though I do plan to take it my own direction, I will use themes and 
ideas from the show, so spoilers. 

a€ 1 I hope you enjoy. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Kenzi, Tamsin, anybody home?" Bo yelled from outside the 
Clubhouse. She was struggling to open the door with her hands full of 
groceries. After no response, she twisted the handle and kicked the 
door open, stumbling inside. <p> 



A quiet clinking noise came from the kitchen. 


Bo dropped the bags by the door. Pulling out the dagger she kept 
hidden in her boot, she grasped the handle tightly, hoping that she 
wouldn't have to use it. She rounded the corner into the kitchen and 
was immediately assaulted by the smell of baked goods filling her 
nostrils. Her heart fluttered seeing newly-adult-Tamsin crouched over 
the oven, poking the contents inside. 

"Call, breeeak, itttt, offffff!" Tamsin yelled, jumping up and 
closing the oven. She swayed her head back and forth to the music, 
"Call, break, my own heart! Maybe I would have been something you'd 
be good ata€ 1 " 

Bo chuckled, apparently loud enough for the young Valkyrie to hear. 
Tamsin spun around to face Bo. She quickly pulled her headphones out 
and cleared her throat. A slight blush appeared across her cheeks. 
"Erm, Hiya, Bo." 

Bo laughed, "Hey T, whatcha doing?" 

Tamsin' s face lit up, "I made cookies! Don't worry though, it's not 
Kenz ' s recipe," her eyes glowing with happiness, she turned around 
and picked one up, not realizing how hot it was it burned her hand, 
"Oww, shit balls it's hot." 

Bo rushed to her side, "You okay?" Seeing the burn, she turned on the 
warm water and quickly ushered Tamsin 's hand under it. 

Tamsin whimpered, "That's hot too," she pulled her hand out from the 
water, clutching it against her chest. 

"It's not, it's warm and it'll help, I promise," Bo held her hand 
out, waiting for Tamsin to let her take care of it. 

Rolling her eyes, Tamsin held her hand out to Bo, "Actually it's hot 
but whatever, " she muttered. She let Bo tend to the wound, then she 
walked back over to the oven and scraped the rest of the dough out 
from the bowl making a mega cookie in the center of the baking 
pan . 

Bo walked over by Tamsin and leaned against the counter, her arms 
folded across her chest, "Are you even old enough to be baking?" she 
asked, hoping for a glimpse of the old Tamsin' s snark. 

"I have a grown up body, I do what I want," Tamsin said, pointing the 
messy spatula at Bo as if it was a finger, "Besides, Kenzi said I 
could, " she licked the spatula, smudging a bit of cookie dough on her 
cheek . 

Bo stepped forward, making eye contact with Tamsin, she could hear 
her breath hitch at the lack of distance between them. Bo slowly 
brought her finger up to Tamsin 's cheek and wiped off the dough, 
showing it briefly to the nervous Valkyrie, then stuck it in her 
mouth and sucked on it a little longer than necessary. "You do what 
you want, huh?" Bo said, a smug smile tugged at the sides of her 
lips . 

"Erm, yea," Tamsin mumbled, she stepped back from Bo's gaze, 
adverting her eyes, "They shouldn't be too hot anymore if you want 



one . " 

"Oh, but I like it hot, " Bo teased. 

Tamsin clenched her jaw, before she turned away again, "Anyway, you 
coming to the Dal tonight with us?" 

"Do you want me there?" Bo asked, enjoying Tamsin 's bashful 
reactions . 

"I-umma€l" Tamsin cleared her throat, then straightened her back. Her 
expression changed from embarrassed to that cocky look that Bo hadn't 
seen in a while, "Only if you want your ass kicked at the pool 
table . " 

"Oh you wish, Valkyrie, " Bo chuckled, then narrowed her eyes 
playfully, "Do you even remember how to play pool?" 

"Do you? From what I remember, I should be swimming in free booze 
within the first 10 minutes, " Tamsin countered. 

"You hit your head during rebirth? I recall being wasted way before 
you thanks to your lack of skill." 

"Or maybe you can't hold your liquor like I can?" Tamsin teased, 
stepping closer to Bo, subconsciously tapping her shoulder. 

"Oh, we'll see who can hold their liquor," Bo laughed at Tamsin 's 
intensity . 

" You ' re so on . " 

"How about teams? Dyson and I against you and Hale." Bo 
asked . 

"Hale, no. Dyson's mine." 

"He's yours huh?" Bo narrowed her eyes, "Sounds like someone has a 
crush . " 

"Ewww, not me, " Tamsin rolled her eyes, sinking back into her newborn 
mindset and dropping the attitude. 

"No? Why ' d you make him cookies then? Butterscotch, chocolate chip is 
his favourite, " Bo teased. 

"I didn't make _him _cookies, I made them for everyone. For the 
record, Lauren really likes them too, " Tamsin said, her tone was 
defensive . 

"But _you _don't like Lauren," Bo stuck her tongue out, "You think 
he ' s cute, huh . " 

"_Bo_, I don'ta€l" Tamsin lowered her voice as if she wasn't supposed 
to talk about it, "I don't want to have _sex _with him. He's all 
hairy and gross and his fingers all calloused and rough, urn, unlike 
some peoples." Tamsin looked down at Bo's hands, her mind clearly 
elsewhere. She cleared her throat awkwardly and turned around to pull 
another batch of cookies out of the oven and sat the sheet on the 
counter, then placed the last sheet with the mega cookie inside. She 



turned back to scowl at Bo, hoping the conversation was over. 


Bo chuckled, it was adorable how Tamsin would constantly revert back 
to her teenage mindset. She wondered how long it would take for her 
to fully mature. Her eyes roamed up and down Tamsin 's body, admiring 
her curves, how they were the exact same as her previous body. Her 
eyes stopped at Tamsin 's breasts, trying to decide if they were 
bigger than before. 

"What?" Tamsin asked, subconsciously crossing her arms across her 
chest . 

"What are you wearing tonight?" 

"This?" Tamsin gestured, she looked down to see cookie dough 
decorating her clothes, then looked up at Bo, frowning. 

"Anything in my closet is up for grabs. I gotta go, I'm meeting 
Cramps early and I'm probably late, later Valkyrie," Bo headed out of 
the kitchen, when she reached the door she saw the groceries on the 
floor . 

"I'll put those away," Tamsin said, she was standing in the door way 
watching Bo. 

"Thanks T, later." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Bo woke up on the couch in Trick's den. A book was laid open 
across her stomach, she closed it and sat up, rubbing her eyes. She 
looked down at the reading material that Trick suggested, it was an 
Old Norse mythology book that potentially had some mention of the 
Wanderer, or at least a similar figure. Bo hadn't found it. She 
passed out shortly after the first chapter. <p> 

"You're awake, finally," Trick said. 

Bo jumped up and turned to face Trick, holding the book as if it was 
a weapon, "Cramps? Jesus, you startled me." 

He frowned at her response, "Sorry to startle youa€ 1 It concerned me 
how quickly you passed out once you started reading, is it that 
bad?" 

"No. I just haven't been sleeping well, I guess I needed the 
rest . " 

"Nightmares ? " 

Bo hesitated, "Sort of." 

"Do you want to talk about it?" Trick offered, he gestured to the 
chair beside him. 

Bo glanced at the clock, she had slept for a few hours, "I'm good. I 
think the gang should be here soon and I could use a drink." 

Trick looked as if he was going to protest. His expression changed, 
"Of course. Help yourself. I don't open for a half hour and would 



like to finish reading beforehand." 


"Thanks, gramps, " Bo said. She sat the mythology book back on Trick's 
desk, then headed up the stairs to the bar. 

Walking behind the bar. Bo pulled out a double rocks glass from 
beneath the counter and dropped in some ice. She grabbed the bottle 
of Gin and filled the glass. _She was dying, in the same dream on 
repeat, up until the end where she would chi suck the life out of 
Tamsin to survive. The look in Tamsin's eyes as the life was being 
sucked from her sent a crippling ache into Bo's chest. _ She shut her 
eyes tightly, unable to deal with memory of the dream. She opened her 
eyes and picked up the Gin. As she was about to slam it her phone 
buzzed, she sat the drink on the counter. Pulling it out from her 
bra, she unlocked it and opened the new message, it was from 
Lauren . 

_I'm going to be late. They just brought in a light Fae elder and 
need me to perform an autopsy. _ 

Bo felt a wave of anxiety hit her, _the wanderer_, her mind flashed 
to a strand of images that she couldn't pull apart. She inhaled 
deeply, it was just paranoia. The elder could have died for a number 
of reasons and she was sure it had no connection to her. 

Instead of typing she spoke into the auto text speaker in hopes of 
calming down a little, "Is everything okay? Do you need me to come 
down there?" She read over the message, then hit send. 

_No. See you in a few hours. _ 

Bo read over Lauren's message a few times. "I love you too," She 
muttered under her breath, wondering why it bothered her that Lauren 
didn't say it like she normally did. Annoyed, she decided not to 
respond. Slipping her phone back into her bra, she slammed the glass 
of Gin that sat in front of her, then held up the cup debating if she 
wanted more. A gentle buzz flowed throughout Bo's body as the Gin 
burned inside of her. It was definitely what she needed to 
relax . 

The front door swung open, sending a gust a fresh air throughout the 
bar. Bo looked to see Dyson, Kenzi, Hale, and Tamsin make their way 
inside. Dyson, Hale, and Tamsin walked over to their claimed table 
while talking. Kenzi made her way towards the bar. 

"Hey Bo-bo, " Kenzi said, she jumped up on the stool, smiling 
brightly, "I'll take a bottle of the most expensive scotch you can 
grab before Trickster gets up here." 

Bo gestured to Trick standing near the stairs, "Too late, 

Kenz . " 

Kenzi rolled her eyes, "Fineee, I'll have whatever is on tap." 

Bo poured a glass of oatmeal stout, as she handed it Kenzi, she 
noticed Tamsin, Hale, and Dyson, at the pool table laughing. She 
looked over at her friends, appreciating the pure happiness radiating 
from them. It seemed almost surreal after everything that had 
happened within the past year. 



"God he's gorgeous." 

Bo looked to see Kenzi staring in that same direction. She smiled at 
her love struck friend, "How are things with you two?" 

A huge grin appeared on Kenzi 's face, "Good. So, so, soooo good. I 
can't believe that he's mine. I mean, I can. It's justa€ 1 new." 

Bo laughed at Kenzi 's enthusiasm, "I'm glad you're happy." 

"Bo!" Dyson yelled from across the room, "Tamsin and I are ready to 
own you guys, come on!" 

Bo walked around the bar with a pitcher in her hand and four more 
glasses. Walking over to the table, she sat them down beside the 
cookies that Tamsin brought. She grabbed a cookie and took a bite. 

The perfect amount of chocolate and butterscotch filled her mouth, 
"God, these are amazing, " 

Bo watched Tamsin blush slightly, then smile in response. Tamsin slid 
her jacket off, revealing a familiar black, low cut shirt. She leaned 
over to pour a glass of stout, giving Bo a nice glimpse of her 
cleavage. "Nice shirt," Bo said, letting her eyes wander. 

Kenzi cleared her throat. Bo looked to see her eyebrows raised in 
disapproval. They had a conversation a few nights back about Tamsin 
being 'off limits', whatever that meant. She rolled her eyes at Kenzi 
before grabbing another cookie. 

"One break per person per turn regardless of potting. The person with 
the least amount of pots buy the booze, sound fair?" Dyson asked, he 
was met with a variety of yes' from the group. He pushed all of the 
balls in the triangle, and placed the cue ball, then pulled a quarter 
out of his pocket and held it up. "Bo, call it," he said, before 
flipping it into the air. 

"Heads . " 

Dyson shook his head and held the cue stick out to Tamsin, "Ladies 
first . " 

Tamsin grabbed it quickly and got into position, taking aim, she 
pulled back the stick and gently tapped the cue ball. It went 
crashing into the triangle, knocking in four solids. She glanced over 
at Bo, a smug smile tugged gently at her lips. 

"Whatever," Bo mumbled. She grabbed the stick from Tamsin. Hitting 
the cue ball, it bumped one of the stripes and knocked in a 
solid . 

"Who's team are you on?" Hale asked. 

"Quiet fedora, I'm just getting warmed up," Bo said, she tossed the 
stick to Dyson and walked over to sit between Kenzi and Tamsin. She 
grabbed another cookie and looked at Tamsin, "Seriously, you should 
bake more often, I don't think I've ever had cookies this 
good . " 


"Excuse moi?" Kenzi said, giving Bo a playful hurt look. 



"I meana€ 1 I don't think I've ever had cookies this good aside from 
Kenzi's." Bo corrected. 

Tamsin laughed. She laid her head against Bo's shoulder, "I'm glad 
you like them, " she whispered. 

Bo felt a warm sensation flutter through her chest. She looked down 
at Tamsin 's face and studied it for a moment, admiring the woman's 
gorgeous cheek bones and the very faint line of freckles near the 
bridge of her nose. Tamsin was so incredibly beautiful. Bo thought 
that from day one, only, Tamsin was a bitch then and that kind of got 
in the way of any pursuit. And now, well. Bo had Lauren, the love of 
her life. Her chance with Tamsin was gone. She inhaled deeply, 
feeling somewhat sad at the thought. 

She carried her attention back to the pool table to watch both men 
break. Bo realized that she would be buying the first round after 
Dyson potted the remainder of the solids and Hale potted three 
striped balls. 

Tamsin jumped up from her seat, clearly excited that the 8 ball was 
the only one left. She potted it with ease and tossed the stick on 
the table, "First round on succuslut. I choose Vodka." 

"Shots!" Kenzi whooped. Hale walked over to her and she jumped out of 
her chair and wrapped her arms around him, kissing him deeply. 

Bo groaned, mostly at losing but also at the sickeningly sweet kiss. 
She walked over to the bar and pulled a $20 out of her skin tight 
jeans, "Hey Trick, I'll take a bottle of Absolut and five shot 
glasses . " 

Trick pulled the bottle from the shelf and rang Bo up. He didn't have 
time for conversation as the Dal was beginning to get busy. She 
grabbed the bottle, took it to the table, and poured everyone a round 
of shots. 

Several rounds of pool, shots of alcohol, and pitchers of beer later, 
when Bo was basically broke, and the whole gang buzzed, they decided 
to stop playing pool. 

"So, have you had your ass kicked enough for one evening, baby Fae?" 
Tamsin asked, drinking off their forth bottle of liquor. 

"Baby Fae? Wasn't it just last week that you were biting my ankles 
because I wouldn't let you watch cartoons?" Bo countered, stepping 
closer she grabbed the bottle from Tamsin and took a swig. 

"Excuse you, I'm invested in Gravity Falls," Tamsin grabbed the 
bottle back and finished it off. 

"What has Kenzi done to you, " Bo laughed. 

Tamsin rolled her eyes, sitting the bottle on the table behind her, 
"She has taught me the joy of fictional characters, good plot, and 
immature humor," Tamsin 's words were slightly slurred, hinting at a 
bit more than a buzz, "You know, I've been around a long time and 
never found pleasure in tva€ 1 it's just a good show." 

"Uh huh," Bo grabbed Tamsin 's hand and swung it gently, "I think you 



just have feelings now." 

Tamsin looked down at their hands, a confused expression crossed her 
face but quickly disappeared, "You know what, I've always had 
feelings, they just weren't anyone's business, so whatever." 

Bo's phone buzzed inside of her bra, she let go of Tamsin 's hand to 
grab it. Flipping it open, she had a text from Lauren. 

_Be there in 10. _ 

Bo didn't response. She put her phone back to see a questioning look 
from Tamsin. "It's Lauren, she'll be here in ten minutes." 

"Bleh, " Tamsin scrunched her face in disgust. 

"Tell me how you really feel, " Bo joked. 

"I'd rather not." 

"Come on, Tamsin, what's your beef with her?" 

"Well, she's annoying to start," Tamsin said, leaning against the 
table beside Bo. 

"How?" 


"She just is . " 

"But how?" 

Tamsin let out an exasperated sigh, "She just _is _and I don't trust 
her . " 

"Why?" 

Tamsin grabbed Bo's hand and intertwined their fingers, "Ask me when 
you ' re sober . " 

"Fine." Bo said, annoyed that Tamsin wouldn't just take the 
opportunity to be honest and get it off her chest. 

Kenzi walked over to them. She glanced down at their hands, then 
stiffened her posture, "I think Hale and I are about to take off. A 
word. Bo-bo, alone." 

Tamsin 's features soften, a childlike curiosity taking over, "Why 
can't I know momz?" 

"It's about Lauren," Kenzi said, her eye brows raised in a 'do you 
really want to know kind of way'. 

"Gross," Tamsin mumbled, she hesitated before letting go of Bo's 
hand, then headed towards the bar. 

Bo and Kenzi watched Tamsin until she was out of earshot. Bo's eyes 
lingering on the woman. 


Kenzi smacked Bo's arm, "Dude." 



"Um, ouch, " Bo said, grabbing her arm. 

"Don't 'ouch' me! You were flirting _again_. Bo, you promised 
that-" 

"Jesus, Kenz, we were just talking, " Bo stiffened and looked away 
from Kenzi. 

"Yeah, I hold all my friends' hands while talking," her tone 
condescending, she opened her mouth to say something more when Bo 
interrupted . 

"Kenz, we hold hands sometimes and snuggle a-" 

"Your eyes are blue, horn dog, " Kenzi said, she smacked her hand to 
her forehead dramatically and quickly slid it down her face as if 
wiping away frustrations, "She's vulnerable right now." 

Bo rolled her eyes, "She's Tamsin." 

"No, Bo." Kenzi paused, she seemed completely exasperated, "You 
clearly can't keep your promise." 

"Kenz-" 

"You can't add her to your 

Dyson-Lauren-cluster-fuck-of-horrid-confusion . Tamsin deserves way 
better than that! She drove off a cliff for you. Bo, she _died 
_trying to kill the bastard that was after you and now she is just a 
kid who needs some attention and a whole lot of love. _Our _love. Not 
some dysfunctional triangle-square thingy." 

"I'm no-" 

"I don't want to hear what you have to say right now. I love you both 
and I won't allow you to hurt her." 

"I'm sorry," Bo whispered. 

Kenzi pulled her in for a hug, "You better be, " she said as they held 
each other for a moment. 

"I'll be more mindful." 

"Good. I'm going home with my sexy man. Take care of little T, okay?" 
Kenzi asked. 

"Okay," Bo said, as they walked towards the bar. 

Kenzi kissed Tamsin 's forehead and then left for the door where Dyson 
and Hale had walked out a few minutes prior. 

Bo sat down beside Tamsin at the bar, she grabbed the Bloody Mary 
that sat between them and took a drink. Bo knew that if she were 
anyone else, she would be a dead man for touching Tamsin 's booze but 
Tamsin just smiled at her and took the drink back after she sat it 
down . 

"I thought that Doctor Dreary was coming," Tamsin said, her tone 
filled with annoyance and disgust. 



"I'm sure she will be here any minute," Bo said. She shifted her body 
to face Tamsin entirely, she tucked a stray strand of hair behind her 
ear, letting her fingers linger for a moment after. 

Tamsin turned to face Bo, a look of fear and vulnerability written 
clearly on her face. She bit her bottom lip as if she was holding 
back words. She shifted closer to Bo, "I urn, I'm not really sure how 
to say th-" She stopped mid-sentence, glancing towards the door, a 
look of frustration filled her features, she quickly scooted away 
from Bo and faced forward. 

"What?" Bo asked. She held Tamsin 's gaze until a pair of arms slinked 
around her waist, she stiffened at the contact. 

"Hey sexy," Lauren whispered in her ear. 

Bo turned around and met Lauren's' lips with her own. 

Bo pulled away, she turned back around to see Tamsin 's narrowed her 
eyes at Lauren, her lips twitching slightly. She kept her glared 
there briefly before looking back to Bo, "I'll see you later," she 
muttered before sliding on the stool. She walked towards the door 
without looking back. 

Bo watched Tamsin walk away again confused by her sudden departure. 
Her attention was quickly brought back when Lauren put a hand on her 
thigh . 

"I think she has the right idea, want to get out of here?" Lauren 
asked, a glimmer of mischief in her eyes. 

"Sure. " 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Bo awoke to fingers sliding up and down her arm. She kept her 
eyes shut, feeling the connection between their skin. Bare thighs 
pressed gently into her lower body and a simple t-shirt between both 
women's torsos. Bo let out a muffled moan, causing the movement to 
stop. She opened her eyes and rolled over to see a sleepy Tamsin 
lying beside her, their eyes locked and both women 
blushed . <p> 

"Where's Lauren?" 

Tamsin 's face dropped from a slight smile to a very noticeable frown, 
"I don't know. You wandered in here last nighta€ 1 You were pretty 
drunk." Tamsin shifted slightly, taking away the contact between 
their bodies. 

Bo felt a cold chill from the lack of contact. She realized that she 
was naked in Tamsin 's bed, "We didn't-" 

"No, " Tamsin said quickly, she bit her lip and rolled on her back to 
face the ceiling, "You wanted- I-" 

"Bo, where 'd you go?" Lauren's voice echoed from down the 
hall . 



"Shit . " 


Bo rolled back over, wrapping the blanket tightly against her body, 
she began breathing heavily as if she was asleep. 

"Great, make me deal with her, " Tamsin muttered, she grabbed her copy 
of Wuthering Heights off the bookshelf and sat up against the 
headboard . 

Lauren barged into Kenzi and Tamsin 's room to see both women in 
Tamsin 's bed. Tamsin was reading, keeping the book at eye level. 
Lauren eyed her t-shirt and underwear before speaking, "Why 
is-" 


"She wandered in her last night asking for pancakes, " Tamsin 
interrupted, not looking up from the book. 

"Why?" 

"I guess she wanted pancakes," Tamsin rolled her eyes, then closed 
her book. She stood up and pulled a pair of jeans on, while Lauren 
watched her suspiciously. "What?" 

"I see the way you look at her," Lauren said. 

Tamsin crossed her arms and raised her eyebrows giving Lauren an 
annoyed look, "And how might that be?" 

"You want her." 

Tamsin didn't respond. 

"If you are trying to tak-" 

"If I wanted Bo, I would have her," Tamsin said, keeping a firm 
stance, she stared at Lauren for a moment. Her eyes shifted from 
Lauren to a bag on the ground. She hesitated, then spoke with an 
unwavering tone, "Why don't you share your insecurities with Bo, or 
maybe give her a reason not to wander in here when she's drunk." 
Tamsin grabbed the duffle bag, then left the room giving Lauren no 
time to respond. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>AN : Next chapter will probably be in Tamsin 's POV. Was 
considering making this a one-shot (well two-shot?) . Feedback is 
greatly appreciated. 

Much love, 

>Clarke Russo<p> 


End 
f lie . 



